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Codes, Entropy and the Inherent Allure of the Blade 


by hamstercheese7 


Summary 


Another day, another capture of a Marine big wig. A Vice Admiral this time! It made 
Buggy’s palms sweat. At some point, they were really going to piss the Navy off. Maybe 
Crocodile and Mihawk thought they were strong enough to escape consequences, but Buggy 
knew better. If Roger couldn’t, if Old Man Whitebeard couldn’t... 


In which Mihawk and Buggy become drinking buddies and maybe, just maybe, more. 


Notes 


For you Astharoshe! Congrats on winning the OP DILF Zine fic giveaway! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Karai Bari Island was like most islands around the world. Sunny, bright, palms on beaches. 
Therefore, it was not Mihawk’s style. He preferred dark places, empty places. Old places 
with crumbling towers, ruins of what were once pinnacles of society. Islands with a sense of 
decline, of waiting for a new beginning. 


The downright garish circus tent of reds and yellows, blues and pinks in hideously clashing 
patterns did nothing to ease his sense of discomfort. The pirates who followed the Idiot 
Clown around were just as terrible as the surroundings. Loud, boisterous, always in motion. 
Like insects. 


They held no sense of patience, no sense of peace. Just endless, unfettered, undisciplined 
chaos. 


Mihawk peered out at the docks from his self-appointed room, clanging and jangling from 
unloading cargo loud enough to be heard all over the island. Worse than the monkeys, worse 
than Perona’s shrill laughter. 


The sooner he could find someplace on this horrendous island that suited him, the better. 


Dark places existed everywhere. Dank grottos, forgotten spaces, once beloved homes now 
abandoned. Entropy ensured it. In this case, the cellars beneath the Big Top Tent were more 
than just hastily dug storage pits. Cool and damp air ghosted over Mihawk’s skin as he 
shifted a barrel away from a shoddy wall, revealing a passage. 


Catacombs perhaps, or an old mine shaft, or maybe even an old city buried long ago by 
forgotten events. He grabbed a bottle of wine before setting off to investigate. Crocodile 
would survive for a few hours without his help, though he couldn’t ensure the man’s sanity. 


Though dark, it wasn’t pitch black. Someone else was using this passage, the occasional 
lantern and well used torch sat in alcoves along the curving tunnel. The passage branched 
more than once, leading off to silent spaces long caved in, or into caverns filled with water. 


Somewhere here, he would find a secluded refuge from the clowns above. 


Thus, his yellow eyes widened in surprise when the tunnel led to a secluded cove, the sun 
shining down through a gap just enough to illuminate a grotto. A small ship was moored in 
the cerulean water, bobbing gently on waves buffered by the rock walls. Ferns and moss 
clung to the sides of the cave, massive stalactites hung down from the ceiling, droplets 
glistening from reflected sunlight. 


A table and chair sat upon the limestone floor, a target was set along a wall, a few daggers 
embedded in the surface. Someone had set up the ideal space already. Curious, and better yet, 
suited to his purposes. 


Mihawk promptly sat in the chair, popped the bottle of wine open and sipped, watching the 
waves. Peace at last. 


Someone had been in the cove. His secret, emergency escape cove. His only safe place on the 
whole stupid island! Buggy picked up the half empty wine bottle off the table. One of the 
good vintages, so whoever it was could read. His eyes roved over his dinghy, searching for 
clues. They didn’t take his stash of treasure and leave via his little boat obviously as it still 
bobbed innocently in the water. 


So whoever it was was still on the island. Buggy narrowed his eyes. He’d get the sneaky 
fucker, and when he did... well. There was only one good way to keep a secret. 


“What do you think of my new look?” Buggy twirled his blonde hair in Alvida’s direction, 
taking care to flash a few of the shiny bracelets from his secret stash. Looking for just a hint 
of recognition in those slippery brown eyes. 


“Blonde again? Still not as lovely as me.” She flipped her hair once and went back to 
ignoring him. Well, it wasn’t her. It wasn’t Galdino either, the man avoided being 
underground like it was infested with those Impel Down guard goons. It wasn’t Cabaji, 
Cabaji wouldn’t know a good wine if the bottle was smashed on his head. None of the rest of 
his crew wouldn’t just leave his treasure alone. He’d have caught them already flaunting it 
with all the subtlety of his make-up. 


Which left only the scary people. Buggy flicked a blonde lock out of his face, chewing his 
nails. Daz Bones was probably the least threatening to accuse... what was he gonna do? Cut 
him up? Fat chance! Though... he rotated slowly in a circle, did that overly large knife know 
anything about wine? If he did, it was only in service for Crocodile. 


The guy had too much of a code or whatever to keep a secret like an escape cove from 
Crocodile. He would have said something to that slimy bastard, and Crocodile would have 
been on Buggy’s ass already about it. 


He floated in the air, feet carrying him elsewhere. If it was that hooked ass, there wasn’t 
much he could do about it. He really couldn’t picture the smarmy guy spending any time in a 
spot like that though, too quaint, too shoddy. He liked to maintain his image, always looking 
smug as hell. 


That left... Buggy blanched. He really hoped he was wrong. 


Another day, another capture of a Marine big wig. A Vice Admiral this time! It made 
Buggy’s palms sweat. At some point, they were really going to piss the Navy off. Maybe 
Crocodile and Mihawk thought they were strong enough to escape consequences, but Buggy 
knew better. If Roger couldn’t, if Old Man Whitebeard couldn’t... 


He flung a dagger at the dartboard, the dull sound of it thudding into the corkboard echoing 
hollowly around the grotto. 


Of course, that begged the question of why he didn’t just split. Well, he couldn’t could he? 
“Stupid idiots,” he hissed, flinging another dagger. Making him the king of the operation! He 
wouldn’t find peace anywhere now. Yonko didn’t get hunted down as easily as some average 
moron, but when they were, it was the whole damn magilla! 


He flung a third dagger before backing up and sinking into the chair at the table, grabbing the 
bottle of wine and taking a swig. Shanks would find all this rather funny. Stupid asshole. He 
wasn’t new to being a Yonko. Power came to him as easily as it had for Captain Roger! 
While he’d been a baby in a treasure chest, Buggy had been a baby in an abandoned mud hut. 
Someone cast off because he was unwanted, one too many mouths to feed. 


“Stupid Shanks,” he grumbled. A dry chuckle came in response from the other side of the 
table. Buggy froze. Hold on. Where had the wine come from? He hadn’t brought any down 
with him. He turned slowly, painfully, vertebrae like stone. 


It hadn’t taken Mihawk long to figure out who else had discovered the grotto. The clown was 
nothing if not resourceful. That was the only thing that could possibly explain how the man 
had yet to meet Davy Jones, because he certainly was not observant. Three times now, 
Mihawk had settled himself into the grotto while the clown was here and three times, the 
idiot had failed to notice him. 


Besides pure entertainment, it had given Mihawk some interesting insights into the buffoon 
that he had not had before. When not surrounded by his subordinates, Buggy was quiet. Not 
quiet like Crocodile, not silently scheming. Not quiet like Mihawk himself, seeking out the 

peace being alone could offer. 


No, the clown was quiet because he had no audience. No one but himself, and thus, had no 
need to make extra noise. 


In those silent moments, Buggy was no showman, but in fact, far more entertaining. He 
whispered rants, interrogated himself, and insulted his betters. In short, he had a brain in 
there, underneath the garish colors, explosive outbursts, and teary eyes. 


Listening to him had fast become a new favorite activity, especially when he brought up Red 
Hair. Most people either spoke of him in fear, awe, or jealousy; rarely did they disparage him 
from a place of love. 


So here Mihawk was, making his presence known, curious as to how the clown would react. 
He sipped idly at his glass of wine as Buggy slowly turned to look at him. Eyes comically 
large, he blinked once before turning away again. One second passed, two, three— 


“ARE YOU TRYING TO GIVE ME A HEART ATTACK?! HOW LONG HAVE YOU 
BEEN THERE?!” 


He took another sip, the clown quailing away from the look on his face as Buggy’s voice 
echoed off the walls. “So it was you... ugh the worst option! I’d prefer that slimy lizard...” 
Buggy muttered a few seconds later. 


“You are aware I can hear you, correct?” It was amusing, truly, watching how many colors 
the man’s face could turn. 


“Did I say worst? I meant best! You can have the grotto, just don’t kill me! I won’t tell 
anyone, Hawk Eye, buddy, friend, pal!” The clown laughed, or begged, a high fake falsetto. 
Kowtowing to him in that simpering way that Crocodile found so amusing. When he received 
no reaction, Buggy went silent, cringing and watching him. Very different when he had an 
audience, this showman, this clown, this utter buffoon. 


And yet, Mihawk did not kick him out. Or take his leave. Instead, he poured himself more 
wine before offering the bottle in Buggy’s direction. The clown took it, suspicion dark in 
those eyeliner lined eyes. 


“So, Red Hair is an idiot, hm?” 


“You’ve got it all wrong Hawk Eyes, knives are superior to swords. You can’t hide a sword in 
plain sight, can’t peel an apple with one, and let me tell ya, you can make a lotta beri betting 
on five finger filet!” 


That had to be the silliest argument in favor of knives Mihawk had ever heard. He shook his 
head slightly, leaning back in his chair. “Knives are the coward’s blade.” 


“Oi oi, you don’t gotta say it so bluntly,” Buggy whined before taking a drink of his wine. A 
good bottle stolen off a silly little merchant ship that thought crossing their territory without 
paying the toll would be acceptable to someone like Crocodile. “Gotta say though, Hawky, 
coward’s live longer.” 


“Perhaps, but poorly.” He watched Buggy through half lidded eyes. The wine bottle was 
almost gone, soon to join the small collection of others in the corner. Each one evidence of 
their little meetings here in the grotto. 


“Any day above ground is a good one,” Buggy stated, a smug smile on his face, a lock of 
now pink hair swinging in front of his red nose. 


“You sound like Red Hair.” Instantly the smile was replaced by a scowl. 


“Yeah well... it’s something old man Rayleigh used to say,” the clown sighed, twirling a 
knife between his fingers, a faraway look in his eye. Mihawk quirked an eyebrow. Oh, the 
buffoon was entering his maudlin stage of drunkenness. Excellent. 


“Dark King Rayleigh?” He allowed a margin of interest to slip into his voice. He’d never had 
a chance to go up against the man, though he would admit that it had once been a dream of 
his, in his youth. To go toe to toe with the man, steel against steel... 


“Tch, yeah. Guess that’s why the guy is still kickin’ around somewhere. Not like Gabban or 
Roger...most everyone else is gone by now too. ‘Cept fuckin’ Shanks, and me.” Watching 
pain enter the clown’s eyes was fascinating. Entrancing. The man avoided pain like a cat to 


water, but when he held it, allowed it to pierce his perfected image of fearless bravado (as 
false as it may be), he was perhaps the most interesting man in the room. 


“Ya know somethin’ Hawky? About knives? See Roger used a sword, ‘n Rayleigh. Shanks 
obviously, hell, most of our crew used swords. Scimitars, katana, machetes. I tried with a 
sword. I did. Hell, I can probably best Bonesy upstairs if I wanted... but listen, a sword has 
honor, a soul, some kind of fuckin’ code, whatever you wanna call it.” He looked Mihawk in 
the eye, a rare occurrence from anyone. People did not hold the gaze of Dracule Mihawk for 
longer than he deemed them to die. 


“But if you’ve got one of those, it ain’t you. It’s something else. Like makin’ a pact with the 
devil, or an angel. In exchange for the blade, in exchange for the power, you gotta follow 
rules or some crap. It attaches onto ya, and I never wanted that. I want it to be my way, and 
only my way. So I chose knives, cause a knife ain’t got no loyalty. A knife can’t figure out if 
it’s a weapon or a tool and so it can’t tell me a goddamn thing.” 


For the first time in his life, Mihawk found himself looking away first. 


“You ever wanted kids, Hawky?” Buggy asked as Mihawk hurled a knife directly into the 
center of the target board. Mihawk blinked, glancing at the shorter man readying his own 
throw. The wine bottle was halfway gone in Mihawk’s hand. 


“Offspring never occurred to me,” he stated, curious as to where this was coming from. Or 
going. 


“Good, good,” the knife whooshed through the air, thudding into the board next to Mihawk’s. 
“T mean, don’t get me wrong, I’m sure you’d have beautiful babies, perfect little angels, 
terrors of the seas!” The clown backtracked hastily upon seeing Mihawk’s face. “But we’re 
pirates ya know?” 


Mihawk hmm/’d in response, fetching the blades, the sea slapping against the tiny beach. 
“Many pirates have children,” he pointed out, passing the wine to his brightly colored 
companion. 


“Yeah... a disaster in the making there. You didn’t grow up with pirates did ya?” Buggy 
wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. 


“No.” He hadn’t had any parents at all, the closest thing an old woman who kept him fed in 
exchange for him killing rats around her property. Large rats. Rats that liked to steal, liked to 
sail on ships. Rats like the men he now ordered around in swaths. 


“Brats from pirates are fucked from the start. They got three paths.” Buggy continued as if 
Mihawk hadn’t said anything at all, holding up three fingers. “Shanks, a good guy til’ the 
moment things don’t go his way...well. Just like Roger!” He cackled lowly, putting a finger 
down. 


“Captain Roger didn’t even tell us he was gonna have a mini me. Not a damn word. Kept his 
real son from the rest of us. And see where he ended up? Not that he woulda been much 


better with us, not even old man Whitebeard coulda fixed that brat.”” Down went another 
finger. Mihawk flung his knife. It sank into the target’s center again. 

“And the last way? They end up like yours truly. A bastard who knows he is one!” Buggy 
flung his knife, but missed, the blade crashing into the rock wall before clattering to the 
ground. Buggy cursed and sighed. 


“Self-pity is pathetic, even for you,” Mihawk said. The clown flipped him off, lips wrapped 
around the mouth of the bottle. Mihawk had murdered men for less. 


“Oi, the rest of the world doesn’t give a damn if I live or die, self-pity is the only mother I’ve 
got.” 


An hour later, Buggy passed out on the table, drooling onto that day’s newspaper. Twenty 
Fifth Anniversary of Gold Roger s Death screamed out from the headlines. 


“You're quiet,” Mihawk said over the rim of his wine glass. Above them, the entirety of the 
island was partying. They’d brought in a five star marine today. Someone who would make 
the news, launch their infamy to new heights. 


Buggy was staring at his little escape raft, eyes faraway. His hair was back to its electric blue, 
tied up in a simple ponytail. For a moment, Mihawk could see the man dressed in prison 
garb, thin and raggedy from Impel Down. Not quite the man dressed like a Captain at the 
Paramount War, nor the wild and unpredictable, larger than life Greatest Jester plastered all 
over Cross Guild posters. 


“T’m in mourning,” Buggy stated simply. Mihawk raised an eyebrow. “Things are about to 
get fucky, Croco-bastard is gonna get whatever he wanted from poking the hornet’s nest.” 


“For a clown, you are quite the pessimist.” 


“Only when I’m alone,” the blue haired drunkard muttered. Mihawk nearly made a face. He 
was no ghost, no apparition, not someone to dismiss or overlook. 


“Self centered as well.” The clown turned to look at him. 


“Well yeah, Hawky, I’m a pirate.” He gave him the stupidest look, like Hawk Eye was a 
dullard. An insult really. Mihawk swirled the wine in his glass, lips a thin line. 


“But ya know, it’s not so bad bein’ alone when you’re here.” 


Fucking Crocodile. Bastard always too smart for his own good. Too up his own ass. There 
was a reason a bunch of stupid upstarts like Mugiwara brought him down to earth. “Asshole, 
had to go after the Navy didn’t he,” he hissed, undoing the lines of his escape raft. 


As Buggy predicted, the Navy decided to finally respond. In a big way. A bad way. A Fleet 
Admiral burns-your-whole-damn-island to the ground way. At least they hadn’t sent Garp. 


Buggy still had nightmares of that old bastard’s clashes with Captain Roger. 


It had been good while it lasted. Money flowing like water was always good. Smuggle a little 
here, a little there. He wasn’t going to go back to Impel Down! They wouldn’t overlook him 
this time. This time, they’d treat the Great Buggy-sama like the threat he was! Which was 
bad, for him. Overkill on their part really. 


A beam of light flashed into his eye. A tiny bit of sunlight glinting off the pile of bottles in 
the corner. Buggy frowned. They’d finished off most of the good wine. Anything left 
wouldn’t make it through the battle. A far off (but not far enough!) explosion rattled the 
cave. 


“Pll pour one out for you, Alvida, Galdino, Cabaji, Mohji...even you Daz Bones!” Buggy 
saluted the bottles, sniffling pathetically for an allotted three seconds. They deserved at least 
the recommended and means tested tearjerker performance time. Good acts, all of them. But 
not as good as he! 


“Typical,” came a stilted voice from behind him. Buggy nearly burst off his feet, heart 
pounding in his chest. He whirled around, coming face to face with Hawky. No, Hawk Eye 
Dracule Mihawk. Marine Hunter, World’s Greatest Swordsman. Instead of a bottle of wine 
and the driest humor Buggy had ever known in hand, that great big scary as hell sword was 
strapped to his back. 


“Eyy, Hawk Eyes, Mihawk baby, doesn’t Croc-y need you up top? Don’t worry about little 
ol’ me, Ill be joining you shortly!” He laughed, striking a pose, hands on his hips. Something 
came flying at his face. 


His eyes watered as he unsuccessfully dodged, pain sparking up from his nose! “Oi! What’s 
the big idea?!” He caught the object before it hit the ground. Through bleary eyes, he blinked 
rapidly. A small bottle of Port. The top of the line stuff. The costs a few million beri stuff. 


“For the road,” Mihawk stated, walking back the way he’d come. Towards the battle. 
Towards death or imprisonment. That damn sword was glinting cruelly in the low light. 
Another explosion, closer this time. 


“Wait!” Buggy cried out, heart suddenly squeezing too tight. To his surprise, Mihawk 
stopped. Buggy zoomed through the air towards him. Floating on eye level. ““There’s room,” 
he jerked a thumb at his raft. Dracule Mihawk stared at him. Those scary as hell eyes that 
looked at Buggy like he wasn’t always vermin. Just sometimes. Like now. 


“You don’t have to go up there. I’ve been around the block Hawky, Impel Down and all. It’s 
bad news. I’m not...like Croco-bastard, always with an ace up my sleeve. I’m not like 
Shanks though we had the same blueprint. I’m not—” 


“T’m aware,” Mihawk said drily. Were those eyes just a little softer? Buggy’s gaze flicked to 
the sword. 


“Just ‘cause we’re pirates doesn’t mean we can’t run an’ live another day, Hawky. We can 
start over somewhere new. Just cause things fell apart here, doesn’t mean we have to go 
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down with the ship!” He was panting hard now, shaking with something similar to the fear 
that sat low and heavy in his stomach during a battle. 


His lips trembled, and it wasn’t intentional. Fuck he’d really have to work on his act lat— 


Thin lips pressed against his, smooth and dry against his own chapped and bitten ones. Small 
rocks rained down on their heads, a few small stalactites falling and shattering upon the 
ground. Mihawk stepped back, Buggy’s eyes wide. 


“Live another day,” Mihawk murmured, before turning and walking away, hand on his sword 
hilt. Leaving Buggy alone. Like Shanks, like his crew, like Rayleigh, like Roger. Swordsmen 
and their damned stupid codes! Buggy looked back at his raft. It bobbed on the choppy 
waves, waiting for him. The little bottle of port burned in his fist. 


Oh the things he did for love! “HAWKY! WAIT FOR ME!” Buggy, the Greatest Jester the 
World has Ever Seen, screeched and took off after Mihawk to face fate side by side. 


End Notes 


Okay so listen, this was only supposed to be 1500 words but it took me like 4 months longer 
than I wanted to write it so it has more words. 


ALSO I LOVE THEM. 


Let me know your thoughts! 
As always, thank you for reading and you can find me on twitter @buggyisbest! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


